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The amount of sweat dripping down James' back was making him feel itchy and on edge, body still wracked with 
too much energy from the show, a sharp rawness cut out of himself with nowhere to go. The sweat was 
soaked through his hair, soaking the back of his shirt, his armpits, his groin, everywhere-and, of course, Lars 
and Kirk had taken their sweet time in the shower since James had been caught up with some groupies who'd 
managed to finesse their way backstage. He wasn't interested in that tonight, though. He needed to chill out. His 
central focus was on getting in that shower, keeping the water cool and going back to his motel room and away 


from everyone for a few hours until the whirlwind started all over again tomorrow. 


Already lifting the hem of his t-shirt up as he walked into the dressing room, James' impatience ignited again 
when he saw that Jason was already there, shirtless and unbuttoning the fly of his jeans, long curls in his 


face, masking James’ presence momentarily. 


He knew it wasn't Jason's fault they'd landed a gig at a venue with one single shower-no one could have 
predicted that. It wasn't Jason's fault that James had been assaulted by groupies and it wasn't his fault that 
Lars and Kirk had hogged the shower so long there probably wasn't any hot water left even if James wanted 


it but, still, Jason was there, half-naked and vulnerable. The new kid even still, he was such an easy target for 


James' anger even if it was unfair, which it usually was, even if James didn't often see it that way. 


"What are you doing?" James asked, tearing his own shirt off. He could work fast, rashly, while Jason moved 
more methodically. He pulled his jeans down and folded them in half and laid them over the nearby bench while 
James just tore his off and kicked them aside. 


"Uh, showering?" Jason replied, sass written all over his face. James had laid the verbal harassment on pretty 
thick during the show-Jason had reason to be miffed already but James wasn't going to tolerate the attitude. 


Or the shower being taken away from him again. 


"You're gonna have to wait," James told him. He lifted one leg and took one sock off, then the other, just left in 
his underwear, same as Jason. James quickly rid himself of that last shred of fabric as Jason shot him a 

scathing lookJames grabbed a neatly folded, dry towel, moved past him and whipped open the shower curtains, 
not caring that Jason would have to wait. Good, actually-James should always be before him. Newkid shouldn't 


get any special privileges for being, what exactly? A subpar replacement? 


James’ attempt at closing the curtain was halted when Jason grabbed hold of it and tugged it back hard, 
nearly yanking it off the rod. James stepped back, shocked at this uncharacteristic display of defiance and 


aggression, and Jason stepped in, naked and demanding space. 


"Get the fuck out," James barked, his intention to be gruff and firm there but his shock overrode it, making 
his voice come out almost shrill. It didn't matter either way-Jason just turned the water on, spraying them 
both in the face. James sputtered and backed into the tiles first, totally thrown off. If Jason was asking to get 
his ass kicked, he was really doing it in the worst place possible. And, honestly, James wasn't even in the mood 


to go off on him-he really did just want a long shower and to tuck himself up in his room and get some peace. 


"No," was all Jason said, dunking his head under the showerhead and lifting his hands to his head, massaging his 
fingers through his hair, getting it soaking wet, clear streams dripping down his chest. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" James demanded, voice rising not in threat but in an even higher, shocked 


pitch. 
Jason opened one eye and smirked, then laughed. "I'm taking a fucking shower, Het, Jesus." 


James stayed with his back against the tiles, confused and feeling way too exposed. What was happening? 
Newkid was the one who should be backed into a corner. "You're really asking to get your ass kicked, Newkid," 
James said, peeling himself away from the wall and stepping closer to Jason, trying to ignore the water 
pumrmeling the side of his face. Jason wasn't exactly one to get scared but he never seemed to forget his 


place. James never let him. 


Jason guffawed and turned his upper body to grab the mini bottle of body wash Lars, or maybe Kirk, had left 
behind. "So do it," he taunted, not even looking at James as he squeezed some of the body wash into his hands 


and started to lather over his chest and shoulders, slipping his hands under his armpits. 


It was impossible not to look. It wasn't like James hadn't seen Jason naked and glimmering before but seeing 
him three inches away from himself, literally washing himself, was new. James drank in all that glossy, fair 
skin; he watched Jason stroke down his tight stomach to his narrow hips, watched those sudsy hands work 
slightly into his pubic hair, around his dick and then down to his balls. James swallowed a gasp as Jason 
reached one hand behind himself, closing his eyes again, and tilted his head back, getting his scalp even wetter, 
lifting the hand at his crotch to massage the crown of his head. 


Jason brought both hands to his head then, raking through his messy curls. He opened his eyes and looked 
James up and down: "Well-you wanted the shower, dude. Don't let me stop you." 


Maybe Jason wasn't stopping James, but the body wash and shampoo bottles were situated on the ledge 
behind him. James was too stunned to speak and anyway, he didn't think Jason actually wanted any kind of fake 
politeness; he thought Jason actually wanted him to take him up on some kind of dare, see how close he was 
willing to get. Now that they were inches apart, naked and wet, with guaranteed privacy, it seemed like Jason 
was offering James to take part in a challenge that had been building for months. It just wasn't until now that 
Jason had gotten the upper hand. 


James looked at the toiletries sitting there, waiting, as Jason turned around and grabbed the bottle of shampoo 
for himself while giving James nothing but a view of his wet, taut backside. James swallowed, body on fire, and 
felt his hand shaking as he inched forward, centimeters away from pressing himself against Jason's back. He 
managed to keep the scant distance until he had to lean in and down; his chest met Jason's shoulder blades as 
his arm wrapped around, groping blindly for a bottle, any bottle at all. He felt Jason tense for a second but 
then he actually leaned back against James, pressing his ass right into his crotch. 


James gasped loudly then, right next to Jason's ear, and dropped the little bottle from his hand. Jason wiggled 
back against him, then forced James backwards as he bent over and grabbed the fallen bottle; he turned 
around again, squeezing himself another handful as he eyed James' chest. 


"Wha-" James stammered as Jason's hands gently pressed against his sternum, smoothing silky soap over his 


skin, fingers tickling over his pecs, Jason's thumbs no doubt purposefully flicking over both his nipples. 


"Since you're incapable of doing it yourself," Jason said, smirking again, but he blinked sweetly up at James, 
dark lashes fluttering, cheeks flushed. James didn't know what to say, didn't know what to do-he didn't even 
want to hit Jason. Those hands over his chest, working their way down his stomach, felt good. Jason was 

gentle and slow, getting James all slick and fresh-smelling, and just kept looking at him, eyes moving around 


James' face like he was studying his reaction, waiting for something. 


"What?" James finally croaked out, the only thing his brain could muster as he was still frozen in place, his 
backside cold in comparison to his front being warmed by the water and Jason's hands. 


"lts just that," Jason began, smoothing his hands to James’ thighs, skipping right over his dick that twitched as 
Jason's wrist just barely brushed over it. He moved in even closer, until his hands were the only things keeping 
their hips from being shoved against each other's. "If you really wanted to hit me, you would. So | don't think 


you actually wanna do that." 


He was right and that bothered James. James had just allowed Jason to get in the shower after him; he'd let 
Jason put his hands all over him, tease him, pet him, taunt him. He'd created the whole situation with Jason 
pulling some kind of invisible strings to move it along. Never before had James seen such control from Jason- 
if Jason ever got really pissed, James had come to learn that he just left the situation, put some distance 
between them to diffuse the bullshit. Now, there was no distance whatsoever-Jason was right there, 


commanding James’ attention and refusing to back down. 


James needed to get some kind of control back and he needed to do it quickly, because Jason's hands were 
inching around the tops of his thighs, fingers treading dangerously close to his ass. He decided to fight dirty, 
shoving his arm between them and grabbing Jason's dick, which was half-hard in his hand. his intention wasn't 
sweet or even sexual, but Jason's lips parted and a sharp little groan came from his throat and it didn't deter 


him-he grabbed James' ass hard, squeezing, and tried to shove him back against the tiles. 


James was faster, catching Jason's move before he could complete it. He shoved forward with his hips, 
smacking Jason's back against the wall beneath the showerhead, keeping the water out of the way, it cascading 
down only his own shoulders. Jason's hands moved from James' ass to those same wet shoulders, like he was 


about to try and push him away, but then he bit his lip and looked up at James and bucked into his hand. 


James should have recoiled, should have punched Jason right in the face, let his head smack against the tile 
and left him there. But he didn't. He looked right at him, Jason's steely eyes making him fill with regret and 
shame, so much guilt over everything, for being an asshole, for starting shit, for not letting shit end. For being 
a bad bandmate and a terrible friend. There was a part of him that really did like Jason-admired him, even 
Jason was everything James wasn't and would never be. It sometimes left him in awe; it sometimes left him 
infuriated. Right now, with Jason's dick in his hand, James wasn't sure what exact emotion he felt but he knew 


he couldn't let go. They'd both started something that was screaming to be finished. 


He started to stroke, doing exactly what he did to himself-Jason moaned quietly and his eyes fluttered shut. 
His hands slid from James’ shoulders to his upper arms, squeezing his biceps tight as he moved his hips, 
sliding his cock in and out of James’ hand. James could feel everything there, every vein and ridge, all the heat 
and hardness. He didn't know what he was doing; Jason didn't seem to care. He kept fucking James’ hand and 
biting his lip with his head tilted back slightly, some water still streaming down his neck. James wanted to lick it 
up, trace his tongue up the length of Jason's throat right to his mouth, and he was moving in closer and 


closer until Jason suddenly dug his fingers into James' arms and spun him around. 


James cursed as his back hit the tile yet again, cold and hard against his spine; Jason, in an attempt to 
accommodate James' height, actually manhandled his body down lower, using the grip on his arms to pull 


James down until his knees were bent and their hips were almost level. James blinked rapidly, trying to figure 


out what the hell was going on, while Jason kept silent and shoved their hips together, wrapping his hand 
around both of their cocks as best he could 


Jason was always powerful onstage. James didn't give him enough credit for that, for actually being good and, 
really, everything he'd asked for, but Jason seemed really powerful now with how he was fucking into his own 
hand and against James’ cock while his other hand gripped James’ waist hard, forcing him to move right along 


with him. 


James' arms hung limp at his sides, body still in a bit of shock, for another few seconds; finally he willed 

himself to move on his own accord, lifting his hands to Jason's waist, wrapping one arm around the small of 
his back, which finally got a noise out of him. Jason groaned a little, nearly masked completely by the running 
water, and pulled James in even more until their entire bodies were connected; it made James have nowhere 
else to really go except nuzzle his face against Jason's damp neck and there he could actually lick the water 


away from his skin, nibbling experimentally along his neck, trying to get more sounds out of him. 


Water wasn't a good lube. The friction below was a little too rough, almost veering on painful, and James had 
half a mind to request they do something, get something else or, fuck it, pack it up and go to the motel and 
start over in his own bed Jason seemed unbothered, still grinding against him, fucking against him, all while 

keeping James pinned. James took it out on Jason in an unusual way, not by verbal or physical abuse but by 


biting into his neck just as hard as Jason was gripping his waist. 


"Fuck" Jason hissed loudly, thrusting against James particularly hard, the slide of their cocks against each 
other's rough, maybe even a little mean. "Fucking asshole." His hand moved from James’ waist to his butt, 


grabbing one cheek hard enough to bruise, fingers dangerously close to dipping into his crack. 


James just dragged his teeth over to a new spot and bit him again, sucking fiercely. He may have been pinned 
against the tiles, but Jason still needed to know who was, ultimately, in charge. If James really wanted to, he 
could shove Jason off-he just didn't really want to. He liked the feeling of Jason's skin between his teeth and 
the taste of him, still slightly salty with sweat, and the rush of fury, desire and need that flooded his own 


system, 


Despite Jason's punishing insults and thrusts, James felt him turn his head, more wet hair and the sharp plane 
of his jaw nudging him. James couldn't look at Jason as he trailed his lips from his throat to his jaw, tensing as 
he tried to determine if his next move was what Jason really wanted. He hesitated for a second as his lips just 
barely pressed against Jason's, then one hand flew up to the back of his head and brought their mouths 

together; it took another few seconds of open-mouthed, wet kisses before James felt him shudder and spasm, 


then wet warmth was spreading over his own dick and inner thighs. 


"Jesus Christ," James gritted out, Jason preventing any other words by grabbing his ass again, like a reminder, 
and shoving his tongue into his mouth. Any thoughts that were left in James' mind were blanked out, sheathed 
over in temporary, all-consuming darkness; James bucked against him, his own load mixing with Jason's, 


smearing against their cocks and Jason's belly. 


Jason kept kissing James as he came down, knees buckling with the perpetual crouch he'd been in, the weight 
of Jason against him and the orgasm that left him feeling dirty and still confused, mind already rattling with 
how the hell he was going to navigate the rest of this situation, the rest of this relationship. As he kissed 
James, Jason became surprisingly affectionate, gently petting James' back, toying with strands of his hair, 
moaning quietly and sweetly against his mouth. 


James just needed to sit down, as much as he was enjoying that. He broke away from Jason and slid down the 
tiles, landing on his butt, legs splayed out, still trying to catch his breath. He looked down at himself and swiped 
his fingers through the cum on his thighs while Jason still stood above him. James dared to look up; Jason 
bent down and pressed his lips to his forehead. 


"Don't think you're the only one with control around here, Het," Jason said, giving James’ forehead a kiss. He 


reached around and grabbed the bottle of body wash, dropping it in his lap. "You should finish up." 


James gripped the bottle loosely, still too winded and bewildered to get up, as he watched Jason grab the 
shampoo and work it into his hair like everything that had just happened with normal. 


One of them had the upper hand now, and James knew it wasn't him. 


